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” GONE To NEW YORK. 
TO GET WIS HEAD 
TOGETHER? 


HELLO! 1'O LIKE TO 
SPEAK TO MYHUSBAND... 


we. WHAT? YOU SAY HE ( HE'S BEEN 
U/ HASN'T BEEN SEEN FOR MUGGED / 


: OWNS ? OH MY GOD-- rd 1 ZNOW IT! 


HERE'S A 
LETTER 
FROM HIM! 
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GOOD TIME 
TO SNEAK 
A SMOKE! 
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"THEN ZE INDIANS ON ZE AMAZON" 


PULL ASHORE ! 
NE'RE COMING To ZE 
FALLING VATER! 


SOUNDS LIKE 

THEY ZE BEING 

ATTACKED UP 
THERE! 


HURRY! 7% 
HURRY! 





THERE WERE REAL 7=— 7% 
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Z\S MEANS I'M A 
MARKED MAN! 
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EARTH! AT 
LAST I'VE 
FOUND IT/ yy. “s 


AND BEGIN “ 
MY INVASION! 4 


DCRING | 
VACHING TR 





GONE, GONE, 
FORM OF 
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LOOKS 
PRETTY 
COMPLICATED, 


TO 06 THAT 
YOU SUBJECT 
THEM To WEIRD 
PECHOLOGICAL 


UH-UH, HONEY, 
STAN OFFA 


HEN, RiCK-- 
COME ON 
OVER HERE! 
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WHEN DID 
YOU 0O IT? 









































OH--Hl! J DIDN'T 
HERE. 
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I COULO NEVER 
YOU WERE BIGHT ALL LOVE MY PARENTS, 
ALONG, SONNY. 1 AM 





WE'RE GONNA’ FEED 

WHATS WITH ALL \T TO OUR BUDDY 
THE BEER AND VINNY UNTIL HE 
CHOCOLATE? 





~ NEAT! LETS TAVE THE 
MINIATURE HIGHWAY 
OVER To HIS HOTEL! 
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LOOK WHOS BACK-- 
\TS RICKY VEITCH / 








WE THOUGHT You 
QUIT SCHOOL ALONG 
TIME AGO, DICK! 





GOTTA GET GACK. 
UP THE HILL..B0T 
I'M $0... TIZED... 
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ACTUALLY, L'M JUST HERE To PIC 
UP A PHOTO L NEED FOR A COMIC 
BOOK I'M ORAWING.., 








MY CHILD! BETTER LEAVE 
ITS MY LONG || BEFORE SHE SAYS 
LOST CHILD! /\ 1M THE FATHER! 


OON'T ZEMEMBER 
IT... BEING 50 





LOUIS-- HELP! 
THIS TREE IS 
BLOCKING MY 


WE'VE GOT A BIG 
STORY TO COVER 
FOR THE POETRY 
MAGAZINE! 
Su Tae 


BAGRY 
GOLDWATER'S 
GIVING A PRESS 
CONFERENCE OVER 
AT THE GAS STATION! 


AND I'MOUTRAGED THAT ONLY 
NINE FISH WERE CAUGHT IN THE 
RWER THIS YEAR! 











’ GO ON--HAVE ANOTHER 
Beee! GE A MAN/C'MON! 








NADH! I NEVER DRINK. 
MOZE THAN ONE. 
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WHAT'S \T LIKE 
TO BEDEADZ 


WANT TO KNOW 
THE BEST PART 
ABOUT DYING 7 


YOU SHOULD 
BE TELLING 
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IT'S TIME TO 
GIVE YOUR OLD 
CLOTHES ToTHE 

RAGMAN! 


ZEALIZED HOW 
BiG THIS SPACE 
Was ! 


M1 COULD FIT 
MY ORAWING SN 
BOARD IN HERE! | THESE SuiTS. 
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Billy Bryant 
| Have A Dream 


Or, more accurately, | had a 
dream a few nights ago. | was 
tiding in her car. There was a 
easy, casual conversation that 
seemed to go on forever, an 
easy ebb and flow that led itself 
from one subject to the next, 
without all the awkward and un- 
easy silences that | hear so often 
when we really talk but in 
dreams, it all works itself out, 
and we just spend the drive 
through this strange suburban 


neighborhood working our way : 


around each other learning 
more in this short life than we 
ever have in real life. The drive, 
as | said, seems to last forever in 
that typical dream-like fashion, 
but really only lasts a few min- 
utes, a simple shot across town. 
| believe it's raining, streaking 
the windshield. | always feel in- 
sulated from the world inside a 


car in the rain. A fairly obvious: 


statement but I'm speaking more 
figuratively than usual. | suspect 
it may remind me of some forgot- 
ten childhood memory. Any- 
way, | have this warm, secure 
feeling all during the ride. We 
end up at a house, a sizeable 
one at that, and go inside. 
Quietly. shhh Are her parents 
home? We don't know and 
‘ creep down a long hallway to a 
bedroom. Hers? Apparently. | 
tense and wonder aloud if we 
should be there. She says come 
inside and | do without hesita- 
tion. | sit on the floor and she on 
the bed. Butterflies doing a long, 
lazy waltz in my stomach, which 
she slowly soothes away with 
her easy laughter and serene 
manner. We talk more and | am 
baffled at the simple grace of 
her movement, the soft rustle of 
her hair, the sheer fact that she's 
here with me, sharing this mo- 
ment of her life with me. The 
_same warm feeling slips back 





in, and we fall back into the ry- 
thym of the drive, just more chat 
ting and she laughs with me at 
silly shit and we feel a bond 
grow stronger between us as the 
afternoon passes us by. After a 
time she moves onto the floor 
with me. As I'm not ready to sit 
on the bed with her, so we sit In- 
dian-style on the: floor of her 
bedroom which isn't as lavishly 
furnished as | would have ima- 
gined. Just simple and neatly 
kept as we talk | constantly steal 
glances at her, and | feel her 
gaze upon me and it makes me 
feel good. Not nervous, or self- 
conscious, like it does in the real 
world. We begin to look through 
her closet. There is no light in- 
side as we dig about in the strewn 
contents and we pull each item 





BUT THE BAD 
DREAM DION’ 
GO AWAY WHE! 
| WOKE UP... 


WEST TOWNSHEND VT 05359 - 


into the light. All manner of 
things, but all of minor signifi- 
cance. Just clothes and such. | 
want ot say the remnants of 
childhood, but the objects are 
unclear. There are definitely toys 
of some description, but the only 
item clear besides the clothes 
are a puzzle. | watch her as we 
dig out each item, and pass our 
little jokes or comments about 
each new find. | watch her face, 
and serene is definitely the word 
to describe this beautiful crea- 
ture. She has this quiet happi- 
ness that she exudes that is so at- 
tractive it hurts. I've never really 
seen this quality in myself. I've 
precious litle happiness in my- 
self, in fact, and that is what 
makes her so desireable, is the 
hope she'll find that in me, bring 


RECENTLY | HAD A VIOLENT NIGH 
Mage at ONE OF HE Pape 
KILLER OUT FOR REVENOE Oe 


it out in me. How full of beans 
I've seen her, loud and fiesty, 
loving every minute of it, then to 
see her now, calm and quiet, 
head down as she does her 
task. | know Iwas crazy, but | 
feel a hint of sadness under her 
content exterior. She has these 
sparkiling eyes, deep brown 
and full of life, but brown eyes 
can look so sad with the turn of 
the gaze. She reminds me of a 
puppy | once had, sweet, inno- 
cent and so playful, but at the 
same time, frail, tiny, and so 
easily hurt. My heart aches as 
we work, but she looks at me 
with her smile and the time 
slides away again and | have 
no idea how long we sort the 
various detritus of this young 
girls’ life. 

Voices from the house tear us 
back from the togetherness rev- 
grié. Her parents? | can't say for 
sure but she's convinced its her 
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father. This is a meeting that ” 


shouldn't happen now. As we 
get up from the floor and make 
our way down the hall, nervous- 
ness hits me full-on. As we creep 
hand in hand down the hallway 
(was it this long before?) and we 
finally slip out and into the safe- 
ty of the car. She's giggling at 
the excitement of our little adven- 
ture and | really enjoy seeing her 
happy again. The closet seemed 
to put her in a quiet, somber 
mood that | was a little worried 
about. It seemed to bring out this 
inner sadness she keeps hidden 
most of the time that} couldn't 
do a single thing to make better. 
As we drive, the rain hits. us 
again and we both sink into the 
seats a little. | guess we both 
have the car/rain lethargy feel- 
ing as we cruise down a street, 
chatting about this.and that, but 
not about the closet moment that 
we have just shared. | wonder if 


Ooops! 
NOTHING A BIT 
OF SCOTCH-TAPE 

CANT FIX! 





it will have the same sexual ta- 


* boo feeling afterward. As though 


we've done something special 
and almost deliciously wrong 
that's brought us closer together. . 
| think about how young she is 
and how she makes me feel, 
and | don't care and that's just 
it. | don't care about the age. | 
just care about her and all that 
we've got in common and how 
special | want her to feel and 


“that's all that matters, and the 


rain gets louder as we reach the 
downtown. A thick torrent, drown- 
ing out all other noise and | 
awake and the noise is still there 
and it's raining. hard outside. 
No. Inside. No, it's bacon frying 
in the next room, only bacon fry- * 
ing, but in dreams girl | walk 
with you. 


B Bryant 


Sean Medlock 

Indianapolis, IN 

Rick, 

| got about five or six pages into 
#9, #9, #9, - slap!- before | re- 
alized what you were doing. 
Once | noticed. that the little con- 
centric-circle guy appeared some: 
where on every page, | made a 
little game of finding it. I'd read 
each page, not continuing until | 
found the bastard. After a few 
pages of this, something weird 
started to happen. Every time | 
found the symbol, something 
was...triggered in my head. If 
vocalized, it would sound like a 
whispered "ehhhhh..." That's 
not quite right, but it was some- 
thing like that. Suffice ‘it to say 
that it was a very pleasurable 
sensation, of varying intensity 
depending on how hard it was 
to, find the symbol. The harder 
the better. (Said the actress to 
the bishop.) | haven't been able 
to duplicate this upon subse- 
quent readings, though. Must 
not work if you already know 
where the little scamps are. Has 
anybody else mentioned such 
an effect? Nothing like it has 
ever. happened to me before. 
And no, | wasn't under the influ- 
ence of any drugs. (Unless the 


CIA has been dosing my milk © 


again...) 

On to dreams. | don't usually re- 
member much about mine, but | 
was pouring over some old note- 
books the other day, and | 
thought you'd be interested in 
my one and only attempt at a 
dream journal. (Three years ago 
to the day, | just realized!) I've 
cleaned up the grammar and 
spelling, but otherwise it's verba- 
tim: 

4/1/92-2:30 a.m. 


| was standing in my third grade 
classroom looking out the win- 
dow. There was someone else 
there with me. Outside, an in- 
credibly old, twisted man (arms 
bent the wrong way at the el- 
bows), retarded, lurched toward 
the window. We had just 
mocked his deformities. He 
somehow let us know that, de- 
spite his deformities, he was as 
human as we were. | managed 
to mentally lower all the shades, 
but they flipped back up again. 
Then, in the same room, the man 
was drawing a crude picture. 
He somehow turned into a litle 
girl who was drawing and paint- 
ing. She had some kind of Ken 
& Barbie watercolor kit. It turned 
images pink or blue when wet. 
The scene shifted (it's fuzzy 
here-drive-in restaurant?) and lit 
tle girls were now wetting giant 
pieces of paper, turning them 
pink or blue. They were litle 
black girls with beaded, corn- 
rowed hair. | was thinking that 
our country was in trouble if we 
wasted paper in such a way to 
satisfy the whims of litle girls. 
Then | woke up. 


Same night, 4:41 a.m. 


Road-movie scenario-| was sick, 
but we were in the desert, driv- 
ing around. Wrecked ‘car. 
Changed to funeral. Aunt Bert, 
"The rock and the foundation 
upon which all is based." Aunt 
Pat but not Aunt Pat. Too tired 
now to write. 


After that | just got lazy and 
dropped it. Now that I think 


. about it, though, I've had at - 
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XL WAS IN MADISON, WISCONSIN VISITING WITH MY OLD Boss , MIKT: 
TE Now Wark FoR His ComPET iON, DIAMOND. 








MARVEL HAS JUST ANNOUNCED THEIR’ PLANS FOR EXCLUSIVE DSTIBTION, 
IWS aa : 

















“WE WAS 


TELLING ME ABOUT HIS BIG IDEA, THE “New CAPITAL, 





CALTHOUGH  UMILNOT REMEMBER HIS PLANS WHEN I AUIAKE / ) 

AS HE IS TALKING , HE [S BUILDING A BRICK WALL. BEHIND THE WALL 
ARE ALL HIS EMPLOYEES, HE {S SEALING THEM INTo ONE Room | 
HE WANTED MY HELP INDOING THIS. Sor Dip/ 
NO ONE ON THE OTHER SIDE OF THE WALL SAID A WORD. 

THEY ALL JUST STARED AT US... \NORKING ) BUILDING, 


least one other dream where I'm 
looking out a window, And it's 
dark inside but very bright out- 
side, and there's something out 
there that | don't want to see. 
Must have something t do with 
my borderline agoraphobia. Any- 
way, since it's the third anniver- 
sary and all, | suppose | should 
make another attempt at keep- 
ing a journal. 

The onle other notable dream 
experience | can think of was a 
case where | kept dreaming for 
a few seconds after | woke up. 
The dream was an elaborate 
murder mystery (I remember 
none of the details of course), 
and the murderer was about to 
be revealed. The detective said 
something like, "It was one of 
the people in this room. It was-" 


And just then my alarm went off, - 


and | was instantly awake, but | 
could still hear him say, It was 
Guraz!" (I'm guessing at the 
spelling, but it's pronounced 
"Goo-razz.") | immediately wrote 
the name down. It's the only 
time I've remembered a dream 
characters name, and | wonder 
if they're alt so unusual. If | could 
hear it after waking, it really 
must have been important. |'m 
still waiting to find out why. 


Do you have an Internet connec- 
tion? There's a lucid dreaming 
newsgroup you may have heard 
about. | haven't explored ‘it 
much: yet, but from my cursory 
scan, it looks like an electronic 
version of this letter column. 


Sincerely, 
Sean Medlock 


* Dear Rick: 


Just hooked up with RARE BIT 
FIENDS, which | enjoy reading 
and looking at. Started with 
your Original Five, and page 
two of Issue #3 gave me pause. 
Specifically, the cartoonist Jeff 
Smith with his two oil drums, 
marked "Bone"-"Bone." 


| rummaged through my file of 
written-down dreams, only the 
most vivid of which have sur- 
vived the years. The one | was 
looking for goes back 20 years 
almost, from. my early college 
days. It probably is the one 
dream | have remembered most 
vividly on waking up, which | 
"reported" at the time on almost 
3 full legal sheets of paper. (As 
others among your readership 
have noted, you can get deeper 
into the dream the more sleep 
you can cadge; college being 
the best place you'll ever find for 
that perhaps.) 


Here's this old dream of mine 
that links to your "sighting," 
picking up after a transition from 
where | am hanging out with the 
woman who played Batgirl on 
the TV show (Yvonne Craig, | be- 
lieve, looking good as ever), 
where we are hanging around 
an on-ramp to a highway, toss- 
ing hot pizzas some kid is bring- 
ing us into any convertibles that 
drive by...it seems organized 
crime is behind the whole 
thing... After some family relat- 
ed stuff, it transitions again (cop- 
ied verbatim from old notes): 
"I'm on my own, a busy place, 
river with lots of boats, lots of 
planes overhead, the all-out festi- 
val atmosphere, the land is a 
giant open garden and park, 
lots of flowers hedges but seem- 
ingly empty of people, and | 
seem to crave people at the 
time..l wander (| had been some- 
where on a boat on the river) 
into the place, past an open 
market type Chinese restaurant, 
the Gin-Seng, a Chinese maitre 
dee keeps bothering me, But | 
try to ignore him. 


"| decide to go to some Jordan 


Marsh (department) type store; 
on the first floor the members of 
some sort of rock band are sit- 
ting aroung discussing things, 
they have a few women with 
them. | sit down on a couch with 
one sitting alone, dark-rimmed 
glasses, dark hair, long legs. 
We start talking. I'm trying to se- 
duce her, and she's going along 
for awhile, but then she says I'm 
'over-rated', which | take to mean 
| don't stand a chance with her. 


"We had been talking about 
music and drummers and | had 
started babbling about (Billy) 
Cobham, because | had seen a 
coming attractions sign of his be- 
hind and above her. (lots of 
space, a big store) and his 
sheets of sound as compared to 


* another drummer trying to paint ” 


a picture-there she cut me off. | 
get the impression she's with 
one of the guys in the band, but 
is still her own woman... 


"Nevertheless | am taken aback 
and try to.find a way to save 
face. | find that | have a Camel 
with extra tobacco, and pore 
some of it out, and | ask her for 
some papers, and she tosses 
over a pack of long six inch 
boys, and | see that they have 
rock stars names on them (actu- 
ally, Jaco Pastorious (since de- 
ceased jazz bassist}, and | gave 
her shit for it, as | get up and 
walk out why not Zig Zags or 
something christ, and leave... 

"| walk up, the skyline restaurant 


here is Chinese cuisine, | walk 
in, say Bon soir, to the maitre 








THATS it! 
THE LAST ONE, 
MAN... 








” HEY MAN), 
TLL WALK you 
Bown To your cas. 






















See at 
WHEN WE FINISHED WE BOTH 
HAD WET CONCRETE + MORTAR, 
ALL OVER, OUR PANTS 4 SHOES. 





WE LEPTTRACKS 
OFFICES 4 OUTTHE FRONT Door... 


THROUGH THE 


YOUR NOT GOING To 


ARE You? 


Wi’ YOU CAN TRUST ME, 
MILTON. 
Lwon'T TEU Geppi | 








BELIEVE EVERYTHING 
I JUST TOLD you ? 


dee Bon soir, to everyone | see, © 


the aisles, the place has aisles, 
like a store, | see two Greek or 
Russian guys with fur hats, and 


they say Bone Bone to me Bone , 


Bone, as | walk down the aisle 
everyone is saying Bon soir, or 
Bone Bone or something to each 
other, everyone is laughing and 
carrying on. 

‘| see a man who pretends to be 
ignoring the whole thing, a real 
sour guy, but | see that he's smil- 
ing too behind his hand. | reach 
the back of the restaurant and 
want to climb up higher, there 
seems to be some sort of stair- 
case but there is some dude sit 
ting there reading-Pat Flaherty 
(from high school), ugh, our 
eyes meet | say hi. He says he 
didn't think I'd recognize him, 
-meaning ‘that he didn't think I'd 
say anything to him. | pour out 
the extra tobacco, but it's turned 
to some sort of dehydrated soup 
mix, litle noodles and car- 
rots...the dream ends." 


Now at the time besides being 
blown by the clear remem- 
brance and length of the dream 
(about half of which is described 
here), not to mention some good 
times with Batgirl, | always won- 
dered about the Bone Bone stuff. 
I finally decided it was "good, 
good" and that matches with the 
general feelings at-the end of 
the dream. Finding people, the 
friendly comaraderie in the res- 
taurant, the oneupmanship of 
the other characters. Still, when | 
saw the "Bone Bone" in that par- 
ticular dream of yours, | found it 
an interesting connection-however 
fleeting-across the void. 


Anyway, as a writer, | would 
say my own dreams tend to- 
wards the narrative rather than 
the visual. In fact on more than 
one occasion | have dreamt 
what | would call "narrative en- 
ergy" where there was more a 
feeling of character and story, 
beginning, middle, and then 
wow what an ENDING! dreamt 
that with such force | have come 
awake, recognizing "it," but 


with no sense of a Who or, 





What, or even a Wha! Hap- 


pened. Just the flow of a story, . 


just the "mother energy" of all 
good stories. é 


So | look at your amazing visu- 
als that represent: your own 
dreams and just go, whoa. Look 
forward to reading future issues. 


Best regards, 
Jon Fain 


Reid Harris Cooper 
Forest Hills, NY 


Veitch, 


Hi, Nice to meet you. Since this 
is a dream forum | guess I'll just 
get to the story telling. This is a 
childhood nightmare that | had 
only once at ground three years 
old and still remember vividly. 


I'm on an airplane with my par- 
ents, it appears that we are the 
only passengers. | get up and 
walk towards the pilot and ask 
where the "potty" is. The pilot's 
head turns towards me and 
switches between a man, a 
woman and a flaming skull 


while answering, "Back and to, 


the right." J follow his instruc- 
tions and start to walk to the 
back, going right past my par- 
ents. The plane suddenly be 
comes a large room and turns 
the corner to the right. | feel lost 
but follow around the corner 
and suddenly see a door with a 
sign saying "MEN" at the end of 
a long hallway. | begin to run 
for the bathroom and out of no 
where am ambushed by charac- 
ters from "Sesame Street", "Mup- 
pets" and varous Saturday, Morn- 
ing T.V. shows. They're laughing 
at me and | just stand there cry- 
ing and screaming no. 


Hope you liked that. Now here 
is some info on me. | am 17 
years old, a high school senior 
taking various college courses in 
Anthropology and hope to be a 
professional writer. 


Thank you for allowing us to see 
yours and other famous comic 
creators dreams. Please if you 
can, never stop. May you have 
bright Dreams and warm Memo- 
ries. 
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